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where abortions are concerned."
The doctor's features hardened rigidly against
such flippancy.
"Have you ever had malarial poison ?"
"I've never had malaria in any form."
"Let's look at your chest and back."
Taking off his coat and shirt, Hartwell watched
the doctor busy himself with a basin of test tubes.
Poor old Thoroghgood ! cDoubting Thomas' the
European community labelled him, for the un-
convincing manner in which his diagnoses were put
forth. Why had he come to him ? Was it from
fear ? Or was it a case of the doubtful solace to
be gained by the free unburdening of his mind.
"I want a specimen of your blood," the doctor
was saying.
As he approached with rubber-gloved hands and
a bowl which reeked stalely of lysol, Hartwell felt
a sudden prompting to flee away from the place.
Yet, a moment later, he found himself submitting
with child-like docility to the man's touch.
"You're right. It's a nasty rash. How long
has it been like this ? "
"Three months. Sometimes it has improved
slightly."
"H'm.    I don't like these copper-hued scabs."
Hartwell smiled at the platitude.
" Neither do I," he muttered, with an irony which
failed to pierce the professional gravity of his
examiner.
"Can you tell me if the fever coincided with any
intensification of the rash ? "